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great reputation, and to Hilda Trevelyan. Nothing but banalities
said between us. Seeing D. standing by herself meekly in the
wings, I called her out and introduced her to Hilda T. Then
rehearsal began. Old Horace Watson appeared for a moment
and nodded to me and vanished again. It only wanted Harrison
to appear similarly. This theatre seems to be a sort of enclosed
ring, which no one can enter save by permission. Old courtesy
is preserved there, and cleanliness reigns. At the stage entrance
is a card, and written on it (ought to have been printed): " Please
wipe your boots." I have never seen this before at a stage-
door.
It took me one hour to get from Piccadilly Circus to my house.
Arrival of King and Queen of Roumania at Victoria and their
drive to Buckingham Palace. A wild disarray of ordinary
traffic. Everything seemed to be diverted. Even Sloane St.
was full of wrongly numbered buses. Opposite Hyde Park
Corner, very long waits. At last, seeing myself alone inside the
bus, I went up the stairs. " No room on top, sir/' said the
conductor, standing at the top. I continued my way up the
stairs. " No room here, sir/' he insisted very firmly, " All
right/' I said pettishly. " I'm not coming up/1 And I stayed
on the top step to look. I saw flashes of squadrons of trotting
household cavalry in breastplates and helmets, and so on ; all
picturesque and survival-ish, and highly comic when thought of
as real soldiers. Vast crowds of people. No glimpse of
sovereigns. Possibly about 100,000 or 200,000 persons incon-
venienced by this show. (Still it had to be done.) Later the
conductor came inside and said most politely, " There's room oix
top now, sir," I thanked him with equal politeness. These
conductors are the right stuff, wonderfully trained.
Wednesday, May xqth.
Day before yesterday morning I saw, rather too late to judge it,
a bus advertisement of " London Life". Believe me that
thenceforward I looked for nothing else in the streets but
that bus advertisement. I didn't see one during the remainder
of the day. Nor yesterday until about 745, when just as I
was reflecting about something and had forgotten the adver*
tisement I saw one out of the ' tail of my eye'. Too late.
It had gone. I am aow thoroughly preoccupied with that ad-
vertisement in the streets, and shall be till I get used to it.
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